street, where every one goes about -in shirt sleeves, or apron and kimono, where every one knows his neighbour, where every one speaks mother's speech.
She cannot understand my friends, nor they her. I am the only thing here that is part of her life. I for whom those hands of hers are hard and worn, and her eyes weary with the stitching of thousands of seams. She helped me to come into this house, to reach the quiet peace of this street. And she has come to see this place whither she toiled to have me come; and now that she came to see my goal she was afraid, lonely. She did not understand.
There is nothing that we have in common,
k may appear, this mother of mine, and I,
(he mother of my son.    Her life has lain
Always within the  four dim walls  of her
[167]ng-room I saw long ago.llies, and wines, as if she were about to travel a year instead of one night.    My aunts came to help her sew her clothes, my uncles came to pack her suitcases. It was as if all Soho were coming here to us ill the person of mother.    Father hurried [162] prayer books, were considered an extrava-
